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War A WONDERFUL day for 
a picnic!” sang the happy little chicks. 
They watched Mother Hen pack the 
lunch basket with lots of good things 
to eat. 

“Now we will lock the basket 
with this tiny key,” said Mother Hen. 
“We don't want the cover to fly open 
on our way to the woods." 


The chicks hopped about and 
flapped their wings. “Come on, let's 
hurry!" they said. *We've been wait- 
ing since daylight to get started.” 


“We can't leave until we have 
the roll call? answered Mother. 


“Stand still, my chicks, while I call 
your names: 


“Molly and Polly and Terry and Tim, 
Milly and Tilly and Jerry and Jim.” 
*We're all here, Mother," the 
chicks cried. 
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“But where is little Butterball?" 
Mother asked, looking around the 
yard. 

Butterball was the smallest 
chick of the family. His brothers and 
sisters loved the little fellow. But 


sometimes they thought he was 
quite a bother. This was one of the 
times. 

"I saw Butterball talking to a 
butterfly on the edge of the field,” 
said one of the sisters. “Perhaps he 


got lost in the dandelion patch." 


All the chicks hurried off to 
find Butterball. They called “Peep- 
peep” at the tops of their voices. 
Soon they heard an answering 
“Peep” from the middle of the 
dandelion patch. 


Yes, Butterball was in there 
all right. But his yellow color just 


matched the color of the blossoms. 
The little chicks couldn't tell which 
was Butterball and which were the 
dandelions. They had to pick and 
poke until they found him. 


Butterball was cheerful and 
happy as always when they brought 
him back to Mother. 

"Now let's start for the picnic,” . 


the chicks peeped loudly. “It’s get- 
ting late.” 


Mother Hen marched ahead, 


carrying the lunch basket. Two by 


two the chicks fell in line behind 
her. Last of all came Butterball. He 
toddled along by himself, happy as 
could be. 


“But where is little Butterball?” 
Mother asked, looking around the 
yard. 

Butterball was the smallest 
chick of the family. His brothers and 
sisters loved the little fellow. But 
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sometimes they thought he was 
quite a bother. This was one of the 
times. 

"I saw Butterball talking to a | 
butterfly on the edge of the field," 
said one of the sisters. “Perhaps he 


got lost in the dandelion patch." 


All the chicks hurried off to 
find Butterball. They called “Peep- 
peep" at the tops of their voices. 
Soon they heard an answering 
“Peep” from the middle of the 
dandelion patch. 


Yes, Butterball was in there 
all right. But his yellow color just 
matched the color of the blossoms. 
The little chicks couldn't tell which 
was Butterball and which were the 
dandelions. They had to pick and 
poke until they found him. 


Butterball was cheerful and 
happy as always when they brought 
him back to Mother. 

"Now let's start for the picnic,” . 


the chicks peeped loudly. “It’s get- 
ting late." 


Mother Hen marched ahead, 
carrying the lunch basket. Two by 
two the chicks fell in line behind 
her. Last of all came Butterball. He 
toddled along by himself, happy as 
could be. 


A friendly grasshopper popped 
out of the weeds and said, “Hello.” 
Butterball stopped to get acquainted 
with the grasshopper. When he 
looked at the road again, the other 


chicks were nowhere to be seen. 


In the meantime Mother Hen 
discovered that Butterball was not 
with the others. “We'll have to hur- 


ty right back and find him again," 
she said. : 


One chick said to another, 
| "Butterball is too small to be taken 
on a picnic. He's always getting lost!” 

A fat turtle overheard the talk. 
"Lost something?" he asked. “PIU 


help you find it if you'll tell me what 
to hunt for.” 


“Just hunt for a ball of yellow 
fluff that has two legs and can say 
‘peep’,” the chicks told him. 
“That’s easy,” said the turtle. 
*A while ago I saw a fluffy yellow 
ball roll into the ditch cver there." 
The turtle pointed a claw. 


Mother Hen peered down in- 
to the ditch. Sure enough, there 
was a yellow ball way on the bot- 
tom. The ball was trying to scramble 
up the steep side of the ditch. But 
it kept rolling back. It was Butter- 
ball all right. 


"Don't worry, little fellow," 
Mother Hen called.“We are all here 
to help you." 
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By the time they got Butter- 
ball back on the road it was almost 
noon. The little chicks were hun- 
gry after so much exercise. “Let's 


eat, eat, eat," they peeped. 
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“Tf you feel that way about it, 
|. we can have our lunch right over 
|. there," said Mother Hen. She car- 
= ried the basket across the road. 

The chicks fell over one an- 


| other trying to open the lunch 
basket. 


"You can't open it, my dears, 
untl the cover is unlocked," said 
Mother Hen. She took the key from 
her pocket. 

While she was fitting the tiny 
key in the lock, one of the chicks 
bumped against her. The key fell to 


the ground and dropped ker-plunk! 
into a gopher hole. 

Mother Hen and the chicks 
took turns trying to get the key out. 
They scratched and they dug. But 
it was no use. The hole was too 
small and the in was too far down. 


*Now we can't eat. We can't 
eat! And we're hungry, hungry, 
HUNGRY!" cried the little chicks. 

«Wait a minute," said Mother 
Hen. *I have a bright idea. Where 
is little Butterball?" 
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The little fellow had fallen ^ 
asleep in the grass. ¿ 
“I don't like to wake him up, | 
but we need his help,” said Mother | 
Hen. j 
“What can Butterball do that j 

we can't do?" the chicks asked. $ 


“We shall see,” said Mother 
Hen. She bent down and whispered 
something in Butterball’s ear. 

Butterball bounced up and 
pattered over to the gopher hole. 
He peeked in. Then he wriggled his 
small body down through the 
opening. 


His brothers and sisters held 
their breaths and waited. 

It seemed a long time. But 
really it was only a few seconds. 

Then some fuzzy tail feathers 


came backing out of the hole. But- 
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terball’s head came up last. In his 
little beak he held the precious key! 

“Hurray, hurray for Butterball!” 
cried all the chicks together. They 
rushed over to dust the little one 
off and fluff up his yellow coat. 


“You see," said Mother Hen, 
«sometimes it's a good thing to be 
small.” Then she quickly unlocked 
the lunch basket and spread out 


the feast. 


| “Help yourselves, chickies,” she 
| clucked. *And, remember, Butter- 
| ball gets first choice of everything." 
| It was the happiest picnic in 
y ail the woods that day. After the 
chicks had shared their crumbs with 
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the birds, they danced in a circle 


around their little brother and sang, 
“We’re proud of little Butterball, 
We're glad that he is nice and small, 
We couldn't get along at all 
Without our little Butterball.” 
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600—Mother Goose 
601—Bunny Blue 
610—Animal Stories We Can 
Read 
657—Night Before Christmas 
658—Little Red Riding-Hood 
666—Jack and the Beanstalk 
668—Sleeping Beauty 
669—Bedtime Stories 
673—Puppies 
674—Humpty Dumpty 
678—Ten Little Monkeys 
679—Kittens 
681—Peter Rabbit 


682—The Animals’ Train Ride 
683—Ponies 

684—Farm Pets 

685—The Gingerbread Man 
686—The Bears’ Picnic 
688—My Toys 

689—Baby Animals 
690—Mary Had a Little Lamb 
691--Mrs. Duck's Lovely Day 
693-—Butterball, th ` Little Chick 
694—ABC Book 

695—Three Little Pigs 
696—Little Deer 

697 —Rock-a-Bye Baby 
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643—Bible Stories for Little 


Children 


644— Prayers for Little Children 


645—The Story of Jesus 
672—The Ten Commandments 
687—Friends of Jesus 


692—God Is Good 
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Elf Books and Miss Frances' Ding Dong School Books. 
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